CHAPTER III
Si AN
f^TT^HE railway line came to an end in fields outside the
I town gate. Peter was waiting for us in the twilight.
JL Coolies and rickshaw men fought each other to
carry our luggage.
In accordance with custom. Peter presented his card to a
soldier who then half-opened the huge gate,, and we entered
Sian. But what a surprise! Inside the gate it was again fields
and waste ground.
We were soon at the Mission, which consists of a con-
siderable group of houses, hospital, etc., surrounded by a
newly built wall. I was to be the guest of a charming English
nurse . . .
The military situation was critical. Only a few days
before, the town had almost fallen into the hands of the
Communists. There was no news of two missionary couples
who lived in the war zone. And nothing could be done for
them. The strain of events weighed all the more heavily on
everybody owing to the fact that the town had suffered terribly
in the great famine of a few years before. In the field at the
back of our house the corpses had been piled up till the place
became uninhabitable. The siege lasted six months and the
famished population had eaten hundreds of dead every day.
The mayor had no alternative but to distribute the money
from the city treasury amongst the people. However, I had
one good laugh that evening. I was chatting with my hostess
and it came out that the Mr. Fleming with whom I had
arrived was the author of One's Company. She was outraged.
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